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In The Jam Room 


Author's Notes: 
| don't own any of these characters, and no offense is intended, this is mere fiction so none of this happened 


(to my Knowledge). 


Chris and Frank were finally alone, but not for long. The rest of the guys of the Big Four were out all together, 
all but Frank, Chris and Dave. Chris and Frank were in the empty jam room the guys were supposed to jam in 
early. Dave had ben running a little late, and they both knew he'd be there soon. 

"Frank,what are you doing? Dave is gonna be here soon!" Chris gasped in shock when Frank held him against a 
gear cabinet. 


"But he isn't here, is he?" Frank laughed. "And besides, the door is locked on the outside." 


Frank trailed his hand down his lover's hips to grip the hard snake in Chris's pants. 

"Frankl" Chris winced. 

Frank loosened his grip and slowly stroked him, receiving a soft moan from Chris. Smiling, Frank tightened his 
grip and stroked Chris faster. 


"Frank." Chris pleaded again. 
"You like this? Do you want more?" Frank asked seductively. 
"God yes!" Chris groaned. 


Frank let out a chuckle and let his hands fall to Chris's belt, which served no purpose since his pants were 
already tighter than hell. Frank unbuckled Chris's belt, and unzipped his jeans. Chris's breath was staggered in 
anticipation. Frank grabbed his hard cock and began pumping it rather quickly. Chris lurched forward inhaling 
sharply. 

"Oh Frank, don't stop!" Chris moaned. Frank bit his lip, obviously enjoying Chris's cries of pleasure. 


Chris moaned and grunted at Frank's every touch. But soon enough Frank had stopped his movement, and got 
down on his knees in front of Chris, who had whimpered at the loss of friction 

"Don't worry, this'll be better, babe." Frank winked and licked up Chris's shaft and began slowly sucking the head 
of his throbbing cock. 

"Frank..oh..god.' Chris studdered and tangled his hands in Frank's hair. Frank obliged him and bobbed his head, 
enjoying more of his length. 

"Im-fuck! Im gonna cum!" Chris struggled to say, lurching forward and tightening his grip. Frank groaned and 
sucked him off almost painfully hard, encouraging Chris's orgasm. 

"Frank, ugh.." Chris felt his legs weaken as he came. He lashed back against the gear cabinet hitting his orgasm, 
groaning thunderously. Frank flinched when Chris came, he swallowed and continued to suck him off, riding out 
his orgasm. Chris slumped against the gear cabinet, coming off his high, Frank collapsed on the floor catching 
his breath. 

"The door is locked, right?" Chris asked in a whisper. 

"Yeah." Frank's chest was heaving while he struggled to catch his breath. 


Catching him off guard, Chris straddled Frank, and without a second thought he ground his hips into Frank's. 
Chris..." Frank whimpered. Immediately, Chris kissed him to shut Frank up. It was Chris's turn to please him. 
While Chris gave Frank open mouth kisses, the two men ground into eachother. 

Frank lay quivering underneath Chris. He reached for his jeans to unbutton them to gain more friction, and his 
cock sprang out of his pants. He bucked his hips upward, meeting Chris's movements, pleasing the both of 


them. They both grunted and moaned. 


Meanwhile as the two of them dry fucked eachother in an empty jam room, Chris's cell phone rang. The 
contact read Dave's phone number. 

"Hey Dave-" Chris began when Dave interrupted him. 

"Where the hell are you and Frank?" Dave snapped. 

I'm kinda wondering the same." Chris scoffed. 

"You guys were supposed to be here 20 damn minutes agol" 

"Dave, we've been in the jam room for over 30." 

"You must have the wrong room!" Dave shouted, even Frank who was still under Chris could hear. 
"Ok, we'll be there in a few." 

"You better bel" Dave grunted. 

"Well," Chris stood up to get back into his pants. "We gotta go find Dave." 


Hotel Room 
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"Hey Frankie, wake up." Dave snapped at Frankie, who was daydreaming. 

"Huh? Oh, right" Frank mumbled. 

"Why so unfocused? Not enough coffee today?" Dave asked sarcastically. "Why don't we jam to Am | Evil?" 
"Sounds good." Chris started the three of them off, headbanging to the beat. 

Considering they lacked a drummer, the two unfocused band members did pretty well. Dave however would 
give them irritated looks when he heard something stick out. 

"Chris, you always nail that." Dave whined. 

"So | miss it once, big deal." 

"Whatever, be irritable" Dave instigated. "If you guys want to fuck around, go ahead. | have better things to 
do." 

“Alright, go ahead." Chris said right before playing an obnoxious solo, then Frankie joined the noise with the bass 
solo of Got the Time. 

"Ok, you know what lll see you guys later." Dave set his gear down and headed for the door. 


"See ya Dave." Frankie shouted obviously trying to get rid of him now. Dave simply turned around to wave and 


then left. 


"So." Frankie strided up to Chris to give him a long kiss. "Wanna finish buisness?" 

"Actually," Chris stopped every other few words to kiss him. "I told the guys." Kiss. "I'd meet up with them." 
Kiss. "After jamming." 

"We still have time, don't we?" Frankie asked. 

"Not very much time." 

"Maybe later | assume?" Frankie implied. 


"See you later." Chris gave Frankie one last kiss before leaving. 


Some time later, Frankie found himself in his hotel room. It was getting late, so he just sat flicking through TV 
channels. Until he heard a knock at the door. 

"Who the fuck." He got up to answer it and saw Chris standing there. 

"You said later. Here i am." Chris smiled. 

Frankie opened the door so he could come in. 

"So, um hi Chris." Frankie said nervously. 

"Hi, so whatcha wanna do?" Chris asked. 

"Whatever | guess." Frankie mumbled, obviously wanting to fuck Chris's brains out. 

Chris must've gaken that as a hint, because he walked right up to Frankie, slung his arm around his waist and 
kissed him roughly. 

"Don't waste my time Bello." Chris whispered against Frankie's skin, which sent shivers down his spine. Frankie 


ran his hands through Chris's hair as Chris kissed down his neck. 
Before he knew it, Frankie was laying on the bed underneath Chris, who knelt over him, kissing him feverishly. 


"Wait, Chris." Frankie stopped him, leaving Chris confused. "It's getting hot in here, i think we should ditch a few 
layers." He reached to take his jeans off, but Chris's hands replaced his as he slowly and seductively stripped 
off Frankie's pants. Soon to be followed by Frankie's pants, was Chris's shirt. Now half exposed, Frankie tried at 
Chris's tight jeans wondering how he had poured his legs into them. Chris pulled his jeans off, finishing the job 
for Frankie. 

"ls that better?" He asked, kneeling back over Frankie. 

"No, not yet." Frankie sighed and tugged at Chris's underwear. Chris slid his hands up Frankie's shirt and forced 
it up over his shoulders. 

"Better?" He asked again, both of them completely naked. 

"Better." 


The two men were doing some heavy petting on the bed, when Chris decided to take it a step further. With of 
a grind of his hips against Frankie's it was enough to force a groan out of the both of them. 

"Oh don't stop that." Frankie moaned and bucked his hips against Chris's. 

With that, Chris continued grinding against Frankie, but didnt stop there. While their tongues fought for 
dominance, Chris grabbed Frankie's hard member. 

"Uh, Chris." 

"| haven't finished what | started earlier." Chris whispered and stroked Frankie. 

"Oh, god Chris." Frankie moaned. His fingers were laced in Chris's hair, gripping it tightly. Chris set a fast pace, 
slowly getting faster, Frankie lurched forward slightly. 

‘Oh my God, he's going to make me cum, oh God! Frankie thought to himself. Chris must've been able to read 
his mind, because he quickened his pace. 

Fine if he wants me to, I'll make him. Frankie ran his hand up Chris's inner thigh, and gripped Chris's hard cock 
"Mm Frankie." 

He set a pace quick like Chris's, moving his hand up and down making Chris moan. 

"Frankie, oh god." 


The sounds Chris made got Frankie off almost more than the movements on his cock did. Both of them were 
close to their orgasm when Chris felt a warm rush hit his chest, he came surprisingly quickly. They both 
smiled at eachother, and laughed a little. Like a cat licking up milk, Frankie kissed down Chris's chest, licking up 
all the cum. 

"Yum" Frankie smiled, 

"That was amazing" Chris sighed 

"| could go for another round." 

"Look at the time though." Chris looked at the clock, 12:30. "Should | leave?" 

"No. Wait, um will you stay with me tonight?" Frankie begged. 

| suppose | could" Chris flopped back down on the bed in Frankie's arms. 

"Thank you for the incredible night, Chris." Frankie kissed him passionately. 


"My pleasure, any time." 


